tHAT WOMAN
The woman was a beauty.    There was no
denying it and most of the people in the Railway
Station were looking at her.    The crowd in the
station was rather large that day.    So, she stood
at one end and was looking this way and that as
if she were hoping to see some one whom she was
expecting.    On the ground near her were a small
box and a bundle of clothing.  The woman looked
as if she was a little upset by the unusual size of
the crowd and this rather seemed to add to hei
grace.      There are various types of men in a
crowd in a Railway Station.    Some come to gc
on a journey; some to meet people who might be
arriving by a train ; others merely to see and be
seen by others, preferably the women.    This lasl
class desire to give every one an opportunity oi
looking at them.  So, they move up and down the
platform and occasionally stand for a little while
over against the women's compartments.    To see
if they have to go on standing a little longer, they
look at the compartments occasionally.     That
particular day, the people who had come for seeing
and being seen noticed this woman sure enough
and moved somewhere1 near about her.    One or
two of them, with greater courage than the rest,
moved  even   nearer  and brushed against her,